THE MAGNATES

"I am greatly touched to hear it, Monsieur/' Simon replied. "I liked
him very much, and had the greatest admiration for him. His loss is
irreparable."

"Irreparable, and I am inconsolable. The days pass and I still feel
a great emptiness at my side. But how are things with you? I suppose
you're not thinking of doing any journalism these days?3'

Anatole Rousseau, who had come up, said, with a friendly gesture:
"I hope you're not thinking of leading Lachaume astray?"

"No, no, my dear friend, don't worry, I don't want to take him away
from you. And even if I did, I've no doubt he would not wish it. But
all the same I wanted to tell him that France is short of young men who
can both think and know how to express themselves."

"My dear fellow, that's the whole tragedy of my life!" cried
Rousseau, lowering his birdlike lids. "The fact is, one believes one's
been given a free hand by the country, but it's not true; it's the country
that ties your hands."

"Would you like to see something that's going to make a sensation?"
Noel asked. "Come along, then, and you too, Lartois. I've got some-
thing to show you in confidence."

He led the three men into a neighbouring office, closed the door, and
showed them a table on which were spread the proofs of a dummy of
the paper as it would appear in its new format.

"That's how UEcho will look in three days' time," he said.

The others bent over them, studied them and admired. Two large
blocks enlivened the first page; the last was made up entirely of news-
photographs.

"Ah, very good, very good!" Rousseau said.

"But where do you print your important signed articles?" asked
Lartois.

"Here," Noel replied, opening the paper and pointing to the top of
the second page.

"Very odd!" said Lartois, a trifle put out.

"No long articles on the first page any more," continued Noel. "It's
not a page people read.  On the first page the reader should find the 1
dozen odd pieces of essential news, and an announcement of what the
rest of the paper contains.  It's an advertisement placard."

Simon saw here the realization of every idea that Francois had men-
tioned to him in the past. Ingenuously he very nearly said so, but the
giant, tapping his forehead with his forefinger, said, leavening his boast-
fulness a. little waggishly: "There's still something inside there, eh, and.,
you can say what you like!"

Simon lowered his eyes.

"Either you'll capture your rival's circulation," Rousseau said, "or
they'll be compelled to spend millions following your lead."

"That's what I'm counting on," replied Noel.
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